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It was the ist of December, and the weather was very severe, but none cared for it. They were singing and talking, and many of them were engaged in recounting the splendid victories of Italy and of Egypt. The Emperor, wrapped up in his rcdingote grise, passed along tinperceived behind the groups, In which were hearts devoted not only to him and his glory, but to the glory of our arms. He listened to their conversation, smiled, and seemed greatly affected. Suddenly he passed a bivouac, the fire of which gleaming full in his face discovered him.
<(The Emperor!w exclaimed the whole group. "Vive VRmpcrcur! I'ive I'limpcrcur! J> responded the next. Along the whole line, in the bivouacs and under the tents, the cry of <( I rivc r limpcrcur! n passed from mouth to mouth and rent the air. The fires were immediately deserted, for the soldiers rushed forward to behold their well-beloved chief. They took the straw from their beds, and, lighting it, made torches with which they illuminated the gloom of the night, still shouting <( Vive fEmpereur!^ with that heartfelt enthusiasm which neither authority nor corruption can ever repress.
Napoleon   was   moved.                   <( Enough,   my lads!
enough of this!" he said. But these proofs of attachment afforded him the liveliest pleasure, and his heart responded to them. ^ Ah, you seek glory !J> exclaimed an old soldier, with mustuehios which seemed never to have been cut since the first passage of the Alps. "Well, to-morrow the good fellows of the Guard will purchase it to crown your anniversary! ^ <( What are you growling about under those thick mustachios?J> said the Emperor, approaching the old grenadier, with one of those smiles which in him were so captivating.
The grenadier, like most of his comrades, held in his hand a torch of straw, whose light revealed his swarthy scarred face, the expression, of which was at that moment most remarkable. His eyes were filled with tears, while a smile of joy at sight of the Emperor was playing on his hard but manly features. The Emperor repeated his question. (< Faith, General, that is, SIRE," replied the soldier; (< I only say that we will thrash those rascals of Russians; that is, if you desire it, for discipline before everything. So Vive PEmpercur! * and thus fresh shouts